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Author's Notes: 
I'm embroiled in a feud with a pigeon. Enough said. 


Axls had his eye on a girl for a few weeks now. Her name is Marlise and he's just learned from a friend of 

her mailman's first cousin's dentist's receptionist that she will be partaking in a girls' night out on Thursday. 
To this end, he will be partaking in a ‘follow and hopefully screw' expedition. The others will be going with him. 
Or so he's told them. 

| can't, Ax," Izzy says, "I've already made plans." 


"What plans?" Axl enquires. 


"Plans to repeatedly beat my head against the nearest brick wall until | either pass out or sustain irreparable 


brain damage." 


"That sounds good!" Duff chirps. "Have you chosen a specific wall and would you mind if | did the same?" 


Izzy chuckles while Axl snorts derisively. 

‘Is one night," he announces, "and you're all coming. Marlise has plenty of friends so maybe we'll all get lucky!" 
"Fuck off, pigeon!" Steven screams suddenly and everyone stares at him. 

Axl's most insulted. No one's ever called him a pigeon before. 


"Not you!" Steven spits irritably, "a stupid fuckin’ pigeon from the park followed me home yesterday and now 
he's sitting on the windowsill looking in Fucker is spying on me!" 


Right. Steven's paranoia has reached new heights. Or lows, depending on which way one looks at it. 


"Stevie, we've been through this. Why would a random bird follow you home and spy on you?" Slash asks 
exasperatedly. 


He can't believe he's asking the question 
Steven can't explain it so he just shrugs. 


Deciding ignorance is bliss, Duff turns to Axl and politely declines the offer of possibly getting laid on Thursday 
night since he's got to be up at four am. on Friday for work 


Axl declines his decline. 

"You're twenty one, not eighty. You don't need sleep so just go straight to work from the bar," he suggests. 

"Yeah, Duff!" Izzy butts in, "in fact, | think you shouldn't sleep from now until Friday at alll You and Steven's 

pigeon should just sit on the windowsill for the next two days until it's time to go out and relentlessly follow 

Marlise and her friends around from bar to bar and then ask ‘em if they wanna get laid. With any luck, you'll 


get punched so hard that you'll be comatose for a fortnight!" 


This is apparently hilarious judging by the fact that both Izzy and Slash laugh until their faces are tear 
streaked. 


Duff gets up, looms over Izzy threateningly and points at the wall, 
"Come on," he invites, "I'll help you slam your head into it right now!" 
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Its Thursday. Duff has been allowed to sleep and has decided to be the designated driver for their night out, 


mostly because he still needs to be in work early and also because the others will get shitfaced. 


As they pile into the truck, Steven emerges from the house wearing an oversized sunhat, dives in and hunkers 


down in the foot well. 

"What are you doing?" Izzy asks, perplexed. 

"Pigeon," he replies. 

No-one makes any further enquiries. 

Duff parks up at a lot just off the Strip and they clamber out, making a beeline for the nearest bar. 


On entering, Axl casts a quick look around, ascertaining the non presence of Marlise and swiftly leaves, the 
others trailing in his wake like ducklings. 


They hit pay dirt at bar number three. Marlise and her friends are sitting in a booth at the back, deep in 


conversation. 

Axl puts a hand on Izzy's shoulder and leans into him. 
"Ha ha hal" he squeals loudly. "Ha ha hal 

Izzy's startled, 

"What the ever loving fuck is wrong with you?" he asks. 
He sounds scared. 


‘| want Marlise to think I'm a fun loving guy," Axl retorts in a whisper, "so just laugh along with me. Like this. 


Ha haaaa hal" 
Since Izzy doesn't want to be labelled a nut job this early in the night, he doesn't. 
Slash gets the wrong end of the stick, thinks Axl is choking and tries to Heimlich him. 


Steven is scoping out the room for the presence of pigeons. Satisfied that there are none, he totters to the 
bar and orders four beers, three whiskeys and a packet of salted peanuts. All for himself. 


"How fuckin’ rude," Duff thinks as he intervenes in the ‘heimliching' and saves Axl from swallowing his own 


tongue. 


Slash apologises and wanders off to take a leak. Izzy pats Axl on the head and buys him a beer to distract him 


from chasing after Slash and strangling him with a bandana. 

Duff suggests they sit down two booths away from the girls so it won't look like they're targeting them. 
"Good ideal" Axl agrees and scurries to a booth thats already occupied by three rather nerdy looking guys. 
"We're going to sit here so you need to fuck off right now," he tells them politely. 


The nerds quickly calculate the odds of going up against the flame haired lunatic and his dodgy looking mates 
and sensibly decide to leave. 


Slash returns from the bathroom and is disgusted to find that no-one has purchased alcohol for him in his 


absence. 

"Pack of wankers!" he snarls and swipes one of Steven's whiskeys. 

Steven doesn't notice since he's still scanning the room to make sure it hasn't been infiltrated by pigeons. 
"Is Marlise looking at me?" Axl whispers. 

He's sitting with his back to the girls’ booth. 

Duff stands up, cranes his neck forward and loudly announces, "No. No, she's not looking at you at all, Axl" 
Axl cringes in embarrassment. 

"Thanks, you fucking moron!" he hisses, his face beet red. 

Izzy sends Duff to the bar for more gin and leans in to speak to Axl. 


"Look, man. You just gotta go down there and talk to her. We can't sit here in the hope she looks at us at 


some point. He who dares wins and all that!" 


"Thank you for the pep talk Casanova, but you haven't gotten laid for months now so I'm hardly gonna take 


advice from youl” Axl rejoins. 

Izzy HAS gotten laid recently. Twice in the last week actually but he's not going to share this with Axl. 
"Suit yourself," he shrugs, "I'm going for a smoke." 

He slides out of the booth and intercepts Duff as he returns from the bar. 


"Smoke?" he offers and Duff nods. 


Meanwhile, Slash has become fed up with Axl's hesitancy. Fortune favours the brave, right? He trips his way 
to the girls' booth and flashes a toothy grin at them. 


lm Slash and | play lead guitar in a band with those guys," he announces as he gestures back at Axl and 
Steven. "Can we buy any of you a drink?" 


"Er, no thanks," Marlise answers, “but your tall blond friend is cute and the gypsy guy is hot in a mysterious 
kind of way! What're their names?" 


Slash is annoyed. Why do girls always find Duff cute? Just cos he's tall and sweet and has a dopey smile and 
likes hugging people? If so, it means Big Bird is a ride. And fuck Izzy's effortless nonchalance at attracting 
women, His mysteriousness is about as genuine as a three dollar coin 


"The blond guy has syphilis. He'll be dead in a month so just forget him. And the gypsy? Well, he used to be a 


woman so forget her too. Ok?!" 
He storms away from the booth and plonks himself back down next to Axl. 
"l'm gonna murder Duff later," he promises, "Izzy too." 


Steven heads for the bathroom. Not because he needs to use it but because he needs to make sure it's not 


being nested in by pigeons. 


Axl downs his fourth beer in less than half an hour. A slight buzz is starting to kick in and he's beginning to 
feel more confident about his lady killing skills. Perhaps he should serenade Marlise with an impromptu rendition 
of ‘Useta Love Her’? He suggests this to Duff and Izzy on their return. They immediately veto it on the 
grounds that Marlise might bury her stilettos in his forehead. 


A decision is made to consume more alcohol before making another approach. Axl is also told to quit with the 


fake laughing since it makes him seem more unhinged than fun loving. 


Steven returns and several more beers are sunk, accompanied by whiskey chasers. Duff decides his job is 


simply not worth it anymore and orders eight vodkas to catch up. 


About an hour or six later, they're shitfaced. On the bright side, so are the girls. Somehow, the two parties 
have gravitated towards each other and there are now a total of eleven people stuffed into one booth 
together. The music is loud, the drinks are flowing, Steven is ranting about pigeons and Axl is face to face with 
Marlise, regaling her with tales about the perils of rock and roll decadence. She looks both fascinated and 
appalled. 


One of her friends leans forward and peers drunkenly at Izzy. 


"Wow!" she breathes, "your surgery was a real success, wasn't it?! No-one would ever think you were once a 


woman!" 


Slash chokes on his drink, grabs her by the hands, pulls her onto his lap and starts kissing her to shut her up. 
To be fair, she doesn't seem to mind. 


Axl has graduated to stroking Marlise's face like she's a particularly endearing cat. 
"You're so pretty," he tells her. "I'm gonna write a song about you!" 

She beams at him. 

"What are you going to call it?" she asks. 


"Don't know," he muses, "but Izzy's working on a number about an SẸM prostitute so | might throw your name 
in there!" 


Marlise doesn't know if she should be insulted or not but she's never had a guy offer to write a song about 
her before so she lets it slide along with her hand to Axl's waist. He grins and kisses her. 


Izzy nudges Duff. 
"Why does Marlise's friend think | was a woman? Do | look one?" 


"No," Duff says. "You're a man. A manly man. The manliest man in the world of manly men. Or is it menly 


men?" 


"| am a man," Izzy agrees in an utterly shitfaced declaration. "Would you like me to show you my manliness, 


Duff?" 


"No need, Iz. I've seen it up close and personal twice this week already and since I'm now most likely 


unemployed, I'm sure I'll see lots more of it over the coming days!" 
Izzy giggles. 
"To my manliness!" he toasts, "and, uh.. where's Steven?" 


"He's outside in the alley, shaking his fist at the sky and denouncing all birds for the stalking, spying vermin 
that they are," Duff answers. 


Axl brushes past them, Marlise in tow. 


"Goodnight, gentlemen!" he slurs with a wink as Slash and his conquest tumble out of the booth and onto the 


floor. 


Pigeon bashing aside, it's been a good night for all of them. 


